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Summary 


Nothing like waking up to a hangover and a petulant sugar daddy. Alina really ought to start 
rethinking her life choices. 


(title by smokey robinson + the miracles) 


Notes 


*lucille bluth voice* i don’t care for mal 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The blackout curtains swish-swish open, and what’s sure to be afternoon sunlight bursts into 
her bedroom with all the force of the headache pounding incessantly between her eyebrows. 


Absolutely she will not be opening her eyes. 


Blindly, she gropes for one of her pillows, and chucks it in the general direction of the 
window. “Fuck off.” 


There’s a soft fwump when the pillow makes contact, though Alina would bet last night’s 
martini bill that Aleks caught the damn thing. She’d win that bet, too, when he chuckles. 


Smug son of a — 
“It’s almost noon, zaika. Eat your toast.” 


Alina almost — almost — snaps “Eat me” back, but he’d like that far too much. So she 
mumbles incoherently and flips him off instead. 


He swats her ass. Now there’s something she likes far too much, but she refuses to give him 
the satisfaction of her usual pleased hum or sigh or moan. She buries her head deeper into the 
duvet and bites her lip to make sure of it. 


It’s not just that she’s still annoyed with him, or that she’s annoyed with herself for not 
talking to him about it from the start, so that annoyance festered and now it’s so big she 
doesn’t know what to do with it. No, Alina is... Well, dreadfully embarrassed sounds like an 
overdramatization of what’s going on in her head. But that might have something to do with 
the hangover. 


“Come now, lapushka.” Aleks cups her hip, and rolls her onto her back with all the ease of a 
man flipping a page in a book. “If you want to keep arguing, you’ve got to eat something or 
I’m sure you’ll bite my head off quite literally.” 


He taps something against her lips, something warm and crumbly and dry. Toast. Bland, 
delicious toast. Her stomach grumbles and so does Alina, but she dutifully parts her lips to let 
him feed her. 


“There’s a love.” Aleks’s voice is as warm as the sourdough. He doesn’t sound like he wants 
to argue. 


Alina cracks one eye open and then the other. Her bedroom is bright, done up in golds and 
beiges, soft yellows and accents of comfortable chocolate that soak up the sunlight. It does 
some good for her anxiety, if not the current circumstances of a migraine and cottonmouth. 


“David puts too much vodka in the martinis,” she says. 


“You had a salad for dinner,” Aleks counters. She swallows the last of her toast, and he wipes 
the crumbs from her mouth before tipping a water bottle into it. “Some people might say you 
wanted to get completely blasted.” 


Alina takes the paracetamol he offers, knocks them back like a shot. “When you said I could 
go out with someone else, I thought maybe you wanted to call this off, and it turns out you 
were just messing with me. Of course I wanted to get completely blasted.” 


He gives her a wry little grin, and swipes his thumb up her jawline. Not because there are any 
crumbs left over, just because he wants to touch her. 


“And did you learn anything?” 


“Only that I need to drink slower, and maybe too that the stock market’s astrology for rich 
people.” She takes another pull from her water bottle, plastic crinkling. “You must know all 
about it.” 


Aleks snorts. He’s tracing her collarbone now. “As if I’d trust my money to anyone but 
myself.” 


“Whatever. Aren’t these silk sheets?” 
“Kindly recall that mine are cotton.” 


Somewhere-in-the-thousands thread count cotton but, right. He bought the silk ones for her, 
like he was making up for all the time she’d spent uncomfortable. 


It’s rather the point of their relationship, for him to be lavish with her, but honestly he can be 
over the top. Alina’s learned not to argue with him about it; the man simply does not budge. 
Not that that stops her from arguing with him about other things, of course, but the silk sheets 
were never much of a hill to die on. 


“That’s not what I meant, anyway,” Aleks says. 
Her eyebrows scrunch in confusion. “What wasn’t?” 


“T didn’t mean did you learn anything about finance,” he clarifies. “Did you learn anything 
about why our arrangement should be exclusive?” 


Alright, even more confused now, because — “It was always exclusive.” 
“A fact which you resented.” 
“You assume.” 


He sighs, deep and aggravated like it physically pains him to be this cross with her. “Tell me, 
Alinochka, have you spoken with your friend Mal recently?” 


Oh, not this again. Alina would roll her eyes if the paracetamol would kick in already. Likely 
she’ ll need a lifetime supply of the stuff if she wants to make it through this minefield of 
male superiority complexes. 


Aleks doesn’t like Mal, Mal doesn’t like Aleks. Not that Mal knows about her and Aleks — 
no one does, discretion’s part of their arrangement — but he does work for some Morozova 


investment company or other. Alina can never remember, it’s all terribly boring enough to 
rival last night’s financial glossary dinner theatre. All told, Aleks is Mal’s boss and, more to 
the point, Mal’s always had a problem with men who had more than he does. 


Alina understands that resentment, she’s lived with her fair share of it, though she thinks in 
this case it’s more a pissing contest than anything else. 


Men. 


Aleks is no better, really, not with the way he’s glowering at her. He always gets so sullen 
when Mal comes up, even if he’s the one who’s broached the subject. He pouts. Alina is 
bound and determined to mock him for it as soon as the headache passes. 


For now, she sticks with rational discussion. “Spoken with, not slept with.” 
Aleks hums, tilts his head side to side. “One thing leads to another.” 


“Yes, and I could walk outside and immediately be hit by a bus.” Sometimes she wishes. This 
conversation is one of those times. “‘One thing leads to another. 


IID 


One corner of his mouth twitches, at odds with what he says next. “I don’t like him.” 
“You don’t like anybody.” 
He snaps her bra strap. “I like you.” 


Probably something to do with the slinky black chemise she slept in. “Alright, so you like 
your toys.” 


“That’s right.” He runs a hand through her hair, root to tip, rubbing her scalp as he goes. He'd 
probably pull it if she wasn’t hungover; she almost wants him to, anyway. “And I’m not 
about to hand them over for someone else to break, all because you don’t want anyone to 
know you’re spoken for.” 


Right. Discretion’s part of their arrangement because she insisted on it. She very much doubts 
her friends would understand it — Mal certainly wouldn’t — and she’s not about to lose them 
just because she’s trying to be fiscally responsible. She doesn’t want to explain it to anyone 
when she can hardly explain it to herself. Aleks takes care of her, he’s good to her, but surely 
a few of her mates would poke holes into the emotional stability of the whole thing. 


Maybe it’s her self-esteem issues talking, or her own doubts, but maybe they’d think it was... 
whorish, and wouldn’t want anything to do with her if she’s willingly debasing herself to pay 
her bills. 


It’s so bloody unreasonable. Yes, admittedly she’d been a little hesitant at first, but by now 
Alina knows it’s not whorish, that she’s not debasing herself — that, in fact, she’s never felt 
this good about herself, or safe, or secure, before. That should be all that matters. But her 
friends matter, too; they're the only family she’s got. 


So she’d made up some story about a dead uncle and an inheritance, and now Genya thinks 
it’s alright to set her up on dates, meanwhile she’s waking up to bicker with her sugar daddy. 


It’s been a weird eight months. 
“You handed me over to a blind date without batting an eye,” Alina points out. 


Aleks snorts again, like she’s being ridiculous even though that was another perfectly rational 
counterpoint. But then, Aleks really has no rationale when it comes to Mal. Which isn’t 
entirely his fault, Alina supposes, considering the years of pining she’d done over her oldest 
friend. 


But for St. Peter’s bloody sake, she could tattoo Sasha over her heart, or Property of 
Aleksander Morozova on her lower back, and he’d still find some way to worry that she’s 
holding out hope for someone else. 


Another sample for evidence, he says, “Let me know when the room stops spinning and I’ 
lecture you on the difference between bloody Mal and some man whose name you can’t 
remember.” 


God, had she really thought he wanted to end things? The man’s borderline obsessive, which 
might be lovely if only it didn't make him scold her so much for no reason. 


“No, please,” Alina deadpans as she lays back, forearm over her eyes to block the sun, 
“lecture me now.” 


She hears the growl catch in Aleksander’s throat. “Brat.” 


Well, what else is new? She peeks at him from beneath her elbow. ““Weren’t we going to have 
sex?” 


“T believe I’m supposed to grovel first.” 

“You’re a terrible groveller, you’ ve just been sniping at me.” 
“And you still want to have sex.” 

“Tf itll shut you up.” 


He smiles, likely despite himself. “Now, zaika, you know how much I like to talk you 
through it.” 


He likes to talk, period. Alina burrows back under her arm. “Maybe you should stuff my 
panties into your own mouth for a change.” 


“There’s an idea” — his hands slide up her thighs — “but you know how much I like to go 
straight for your cunt.” 


She laughs when he tickles behind her knee. “Now that’s a decent grovel.” 


“Decent?” he echoes, and snaps the band of her underwear, making her hips jerk and a whine 
jump out from deep in her chest. “Solnyshka, you wound me.” 


“Dramatic.” Her scoff takes a sharp turn into a yelp when Aleks slaps her pussy, a direct hit 
to her clit if he’d stripped off her underwear. 


“You know I’m better than decent.” He tucks his thumbs into her panties, strokes the creases 
of her thighs until he’s eased her hips into a gentle back-and-forth. It doesn’t take very long; 
he knows her sweet spots like all the words to his favorite song. “Go on and tell me, milaya. 
Who treats your pretty cunt better than I do?” 


“Mmmm...”’ Alina pushes her hands through the tangled mess of her hair, while one of 
Aleks’s shifts to cup her pussy. She wants to give him lip, wants to wind him up the way he 
does her, but — Saints. His thumb rubs her clit, creating a delicious friction between the satin 
and his fingertip, and she can’t be bothered to mouth off. 


“Nobody else, Sasha. Just you.” 


“Good girl.” He rewards her with a smile, all straight teeth and sharp edges, like he’s 
planning to do absolutely filthy things to her. “It’s so much easier when you just agree with 
me, hm?” 


“You don’t always like it when I just agree,” she reminds him. He likes it when she shows 
her teeth, too, when he has to coax her into submission with sweet crooning words and his 
fingers around her throat. 


“Well, you’re a bit too indisposed to indulge me today, aren’t you?” he says conversationally, 
as if he’s not rolling the panties he bought her off her hips. As if he’s not leaning down and 
taking them between his teeth, laving his tongue over her thigh, her knee, her shin, while he 
drags them down. He bunches them in his fist, nuzzles his nose in them and inhales. 


“Suppose I'll just have to indulge myself.” 


And, much as Alina always says he likes to talk, Aleks shuts himself up when he seals his 
mouth to her bared cunt. 


No one ever said Alina had to be quiet, though, and she certainly doesn’t have any plans to 
be. She could have a damn spreadsheet, some meticulous PowerPoint presentation, and her 
plans would be shot to hell as soon as he started lapping at her cunt like a hungry cat in a 
saucer of milk. Headache be damned; Aleks is going to make her scream it out of her. 


“Always so wet whenever we’ ve been arguing,” he murmurs between licks. “No wonder 
you’re always picking a fight.” 


“Yes” — Alina combs her fingers through his hair, determined to make him look as much a 
wreck as she surely does — “that’s entirely on me.” 


He slaps her ass again, then grabs it to hoist her up so he can bury himself deeper in her cunt. 
The beard burn’s sure to sting later, but right now it only heightens the friction between her 


thighs. Alina would rub them together for more, would finger her own clit to get what she 
wants, but Aleks is quite too busy to move. 


He’ll give her what she wants in the end. He always does. It’s not particularly difficult, 
besides, when all she wants is him. 


“Such a bratty little girl you are,” he admonishes her. He blows his sigh into her pussy, like 
he’s exhaling some absurdly expensive cigar smoke. “What am I going to do with you, 
Alinochka?” 


Like he knows exactly what to do with her — of course he does, it’s like he can read her 
mind, it’s maddening — he slurps at her clit and drives two fingers inside her, fucking her 
with his hand as steady and fierce and bone-deep delectable as he does with his cock. 


Alina curses, throaty and thick. “Daman it, whatever you want, Sasha, do whatever you want 
with me, please.” 


“Mmph, darling thing, you know I love it when you beg.” 


He snakes a hand beneath his hips, unbuckles his belt and loosens his zipper. The scrape of 
metal teeth makes her shiver, like the scrape of his blunt nails down her waistline. He must be 
hard, must need the relief. God, but does that send a surge of power straight through her, to 
know that he can spend all of a minute up her cunt and it’s enough to make his body ache. 


Hers does, too. Her head throbs, and her skin prickles with goosebumps that Aleks soothes 
away when his palms map the curves of her legs. Her pulse skips in her chest, her wrists, her 
cunt, surely Aleks can taste it, his mouth moves in time with it so well. 


His dark eyes, darker still with his blown pupils and the flush of his skin, flick up to watch 
her face. They crinkle at the corners when he smirks. 


“There you are, solnyshka.” He lets up on her cunt long enough to lick up the wetness that 
trickled down his beard, that gathered in the insides of her thighs while they bickered. “This 
is all mine, isn’t it? Your cunt, your come, you’re all mine. No one else’s, that’s right. Not 
some dinner date’s, not fucking Mal ’s —” 


Do they really have to talk about that now? “Sasha, for God’s sake —” 


“Say it, Alina.” He sucks on her clit, just once, just enough to make her shout his name and 
beg for more, but he holds her hips still and won’t give her so much as another nibble. “Tell 
me you don’t want him.” 


“T don t, you know I don’t.” 


“He wants you.” Aleks laps his tongue up her slit, swirls it around her clit as he crooks his 
fingers inside her. “It drives me mad, do you know that? He missed his chance. I’m not 
giving him mine.” 


He’s utterly lost his mind, Alina’s sure of it. But when he’s taking his frustrations out on her 
swollen, needy cunt, well, who is she to complain? He doesn’t need to be rational to make 


her come. In fact she thinks the jealous frenzy spurs him on, makes him want to own her so 
hard and fast that there’s no question who she belongs to. 


She twists her fingers in his hair, holds him where she wants him, because he belongs to her, 
too. 


“Do you hear me, Alina?” He flattens his tongue, swipes it tortuously back and forth through 
her short, wiry pubic hair, passing over her clit for a mere breath at a time. “You’re mine.” 


Well, you get what you pay for, Alina thinks, though she has enough sense left not to snark 
out loud. Aleks isn’t giving her a whole lot of time to think, anyway. 


“Show me, milaya.” His fingertips dig into her thighs, hard enough to leave his prints behind 
and she hopes he does. “Fuck my face. Come in my mouth because J told you to, because I 
made you.” 


How’s she meant to say no to that? How’s she meant to want anything else but precisely what 
he tells her to, when he insists on making it this good for her? So good that she can’t think or 
see or walk straight after he’s through with her? 


And he’s never really through with her; no, he always, always comes back for more. Always 
gives her more, even when she can’t imagine there’s anything left he hasn’t at least offered 
her. 


He gives her more now, exactly what she needs — his face buried in her cunt, tongue and 
fingers working her over even as she tips over the edge. He groans as he laps up her release, 
his body tightening up in the cradle her legs as he holds himself back. He murmurs her name 
like a prayer while she chants his, while her toes curl in those damn silk sheets and she pulls 
his hair and he groans Jouder, the sound settling deep inside for her to keep. 


He swallows everything she gives him, everything he made her give up, just as he does every 
time he shoulders between her legs to leave his mark on her. Beard burn, hickeys on her 
thighs, the persistent thrum in her clit every time he looks her way. 


He owns her with a /Jook, how could he think she needs anything else after that? But then, 
well... 


Alina won’t say so to anyone but herself but, truly, she was a fool to think things could ever 
cool down between them. She’!l have to cut him some slack for worrying over much the 
same thing. 


Aleks trails a lazy string of kisses across her naked abdomen, breath hot and a bit labored. He 
hums thoughtfully as he licks her hip bone. “I ought to make you a proper breakfast. I’m not 
half finished with you yet.” 


“Still grovelling?” 


“Naturally.” 


“Hmph.” She smiles, and pets his hair like he does hers so often. She did alright mussing him 
up, but no doubt she still looks worse. “I might be willing to let you off easy.” 


“Please” — Aleks rucks her chemise up higher, and his tongue follows — “don t.” 
“T need a shower, anyway.” 


“So Pll fuck you in the shower.” He kisses her neck, her jaw, and lingers on her mouth. 
“Breakfast first. Or lunch, rather. Pll be a minute. Go back to sleep, hm?” 


“We’re done fighting, then?” 


“Don’t go texting Mal while I’m in the kitchen and we’ll call it even.” Another peck and then 
he rolls off her. He refastens his trousers, but catches her exasperated grimace, easy. “Don’t 
make that face at me, baby doll, or I'll eat your cunt for an hour straight before I let you 
come.” 


“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” she says dully, and laughs when he smacks her thigh. 
He never does it hard enough to hurt, just enough that it tickles and makes her want to climb 
on top of him. 


Hmm. Maybe when he gets back in bed with her. 


“Incidentally...” Aleks sucks her wetness off his fingers and cuffs the sleeves of his shirt. 
“Word around the office is your dear friend couldn’t eat his way out of a paper bag, so. 
Something to keep in mind.” 


Alina groans — markedly less pleased than she’d done scant minutes ago, thanks — and 
chucks another pillow smack into his smug, sated grin. 


End Notes 


(the joke abt the stock market astrology isn’t mine, but if i have to try and fail to link the 
tweet here one more time i will absolutely lose my goddamn mind, so u’ll just have to take 
my word for it) 


tumblr: @majicmarker 
twitter: @thebabblingmaj 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


